THE DEATH OF THE POET

" I must lay him out," said the nun, rising to her feet.

"I will help you," said Isabelle. uYes, yes, I want to, I do really."

The men left the room, half out of respect and half out of cowardice.

As he was going downstairs, Simon thought of the two women strip-
ping the old, long, thin body, and wiping it with cotton-wool as one
night an infant's.

Half an hour later, candles were burning at each end of the bed; a
spray of box lay with its dry leaves dipped in a saucer. In a corner, a
wall-bracket had been left alight, because the flames of the candies
were insufficient.

Beneath the smooth sheets, in a clean nightshirt, the body of Jean
de La Monnerie lay with its hands crossed about a crucifix, his chin
supported by a bandage.

His long profile was silhouetted against the yellow wallpaper. His
long lock of hair had been replaced across his skull. His skin seemed to
have been pulled tight, had lost its wrinkles, and had taken on the
colour of a slightly pink stone. The corpse seemed to have grown
younger; and as if it were consciously vain of the care that was being
lavished on it, the face had assumed an expression of quiet content.

Everyone was present.

Madame de La Monnerie entered the room, upright, with a firm
step. She went up to the bed, shook the spray of box four times
over her husband, and said decisively; "He looks very well."

Then she left the room again,

Professor Lartois arrived a little after eleven o'clock. The cook
opened the door to him, because the aged Paul, overcome, was in-
capable of moving*

"Monsieur le Conite has passed over," she said to the Professor,

Lartois went up to the bedroom without taking off his cloak, and,
raising the dead man's eyelid with his finger for a last examination,
then closing it again, said; "It has happened more quickly than I
expected."

Then he drew Simon Lachaume into the passage and asked him
about the last moments,

"He died well," said Lartois, "very well Let us hope that we shall
all have the same dignity at the end."

When Simon told him of the last words: "I shall not have time to
finish it," Lartois said: "Undoubtedly, he was in process of composing
a poem. Old men's minds, you see, concentrate upon whatever has
been the principal occupation of their lives. In everything else, their
memory, their understanding, their capacity for emotion beccfees sterJl!
and exhausted. Similarly you will find a completely mad w*prwr
tician still competent at differential calculus. Our minA o&lf -,Urt ite
relation to their speciality, A little while ago you might have
friend the name of his daughter, he na%ht well hav?e
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